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I settle into my window seat with a sigh, not looking forward to another overnight flight. It doesn’t matter how good the seats or how decent the airline, there’s no such thing as a good night’s sleep on a plane. I know that better than most. I spend about two-thirds of every year in the air, so I know that sleeping on planes is damn-near impossible. The best you can do is listen to music, take a couple of sleeping pills, or simply power through and swallow a handful of special wake-up tablets once the plane touches down. Just make sure you’re wearing comfortable clothes for the trip. My go-to travel outfit is the one I’m wearing now – loose slacks, comfortable t-shirt, sports bra, and running shoes.

My life is pretty damn good, if I’m honest. I get to travel almost every week and no two days are the same. The company pays for my travel – business class, always business class – and my hotels. All I gotta do is buy my own food. Given that I run on pretty much just caffeine and sandwiches, my expenses are lower than you’d expected. The only downsides to a life spent in airport lounges, conference rooms, hotels, and airplane seats are the lack of consistent sexual company – though I make do well enough – and flights like this, where I know there’s not gonna be much chance of sleep. Seeing as I’m not gonna get much sleep on this flight, I may as well get some work done. I slip a stack of paperwork out of my bag and place it on my lap, ready to start looking through.

The flight is almost full. I glance behind me to see the steady stream of tired-looking faces boarding the plane and heading down into the economy seats. Not many people sitting up front in the business seats tonight. There are a few occupied seats here and there, but most of them are empty. Looks like it’s just me, myself, and I tonight. I settle back into the seat and look through the window at the dark airport, watching flashing orange lights and guys in hi-viz jackets moving back and forth, readying the place for departure.

‘Looks like this is the one.’

The sound of a nearby man’s voice snaps my attention. I look around to see a man standing at the end of my row of seats, holding one small overnight bag and a suitcase on wheels. He looks a few years older than me, but has a charming, handsome face. In fact, he’s pretty damn good looking. He smiles art me. I return his gaze and smile back. If I have to share this row of seats with anyone… I’d glad it’s with a guy who looks like this! Maybe when we get to the other end, he can help me ‘find’ my hotel and we can-

‘Yes, this is us. Hurry up, we need to sit down!’ snaps a female voice.

A woman walks into my view. Maybe walk isn’t the right word. She waddles into view, her chins and arm fat shuddering with each hulking footstep. Fucking typical. All this goddamn space in the section, and they’re booked next to me. Oh well. The man looks slim and tired. The woman is easily twice his weight, her cheeks flame-red with the effort of walking twenty feet along the plane. It looks like she’s been eating all his meals as well as her own. Her cheeks shake as she looks left and right around the plane.

‘Hi,’ says the man, offering me a nervous smile that reads, Sorry we’re taking up your space. I clock the ring on this finger. Damn. Unlucky for him – and for me. He’s a hell of a catch. He’s a few years older than me – not that I have any problem with older lovers, some of the best nights of my life were with guys ten or fifteen years my senior – and he has that kind of experienced charm to him. In a way, he reminds me of a younger George Clooney – but not that gorgeous, obviously.

His wife is another matter. She’s got a pinched face and a sour expression, as if this is her default look. She’s one bad experience away from demanding to speak to the manager. She seems super pissed off already, as if the act of catching a flight is an incredible inconvenience to her. Now I understand the guy’s nervous smile. He’s smiling in apology for her shitty attitude. Just what you want on a long overnight flight across the country – a moody bitch in the seat next to you.

‘Don’t bother her,’ the wife says, her voice like a cracking whip. ‘Put the bags overhead and sit down.’

She stands back, hands on hips, and lets her husband do all the work. He lifts her bag first – I’m assuming the awkward, heavy, and bulky suitcase on wheels is hers – and lifts it over his head with a grunt.

‘It’s not that heavy,’ she says, her cheeks darkening.

He slides the suitcase into the overhead locker, then does the same for his own – much lighter – bag. He turns back to her.

‘Do you want the middle or the aisle?’ he says.

‘Aisle,’ she says, still snapping. The sound of her voice makes me cringe inside. Jesus, have I gotta put up with this for the whole damn flight?

The guy nods and moves into the middle seat, sitting next to me. Despite the extra legroom, wide seats, and chunky armrests, he still feels pretty close to me. I don’t mind, though. If I’m going to share a row of seats with anyone, why not share it with a good-looking older man like this? Shame about his bitch of a wife, but at least I’m not sitting next to her.

He takes his seat next to me and sits down carefully, trying not to jolt the seat.

‘Hi,’ he says again. ‘Sorry about this, we didn’t look at the layout when we booked. Hope you don’t mind?’

‘No,’ I say, with a shrug. ‘It’s okay, so long as you don’t mind that I’m probably gonna have the light on for most of the flight.’

‘That’s cool with me,’ he says. ‘I don’t think I’m gonna sleep.’

‘Hey!’

We both turn towards his wife. She glares at him and snaps her fingers.

‘You’ve got my sleeping stuff,’ she says, holding out an impatient hand.

He nods. It’s a tired nod, the yes, dear kind of nod that a husband makes after years and years of having his soul sucked out by a demonic harpy of a wife. He leans toward me, reaches into his pocket, and removes a couple of small packets. She snatches them out of his hands and plops into her seat so hard the whole row shakes.

‘Don’t bother the lady,’ she says, clipping her seatbelt and cinching it tight around her expansive waist. ‘You’ve got to sleep; you have to drive us from the airport.’

‘I’ll try,’ he says. His expression is one of embarrassment. I wonder if he’s given up begging her not to talk to him like this in public. Probably. His face has that look of defeat men get when they’ve been married to the wrong kind of woman for far too long.

‘No,’ she says in a tone of utter finality. ‘You will.’

I face forward and exhale silently. Holy shit. That poor fucking guy.

The cabin door closes and the plane starts to move backward, pushed onto the runway by that small car. In a few minutes, we’re moving around toward the runway. One huge burst of energy and the front of the plane lifts into the air. I watch the lights of the airport fall away below us, becoming distant stars, then far-away pinpricks of light, before dark evening clouds cover everything and all is night.

As the plane reaches altitude and levels out, movement seizes my attention. The cabin crew walk through the business class area, handing out soft blankets and sleep masks. They smile politely as they go. When the reach my row, the wife snatches a blanket and sleep mask set out of the steward’s hand. He looks visibly irritated, but maintains a steady customer service smile.

‘Get me some water,’ she says, clicking her fingers at the steward.

He nods, that smile looking even more strained, and hands a blanket and sleep mask to the husband and myself. The husband unfolds the blanket over his legs and thanks the steward. I unclip the blanket and drape it over my slacks.

The steward disappears for a moment. The wife sighs – audible even over the roar of the engines – and drums her chubby fingers on the armrest. Apparently she expected the steward to produce water out of nowhere.

The husband looks down at his feet, trying to ignore her. I do the same, placing paperwork in my lap and beginning to look through it all. My mind wanders to other things – like when was the last time the good-looking guy in the seat next to me had sex. I bet his wife doesn’t let him near her holes anymore. I bet he waits until she falls asleep and spanks it to some really nasty porn.

The steward returns with a bottle of water, bringing me out of my naughty thoughts. The wife snatches the bottle. She opens the packets she snatched from the husband earlier and takes two sleeping pills, washed down with a mouthful of water. She shoves two plugs into her ears. She unfolds the blanket over herself – it doesn’t quite cover her massive size – and settles into place. Finally, she places the sleep mask on her head and glares at her husband one last time.

‘Don’t wake me up,’ she says. ‘And you get some sleep, too.’ She glares in my direction as she says this last part. Then she yanks the mask over her face and leans back into the seat. The cabin crew finish their rounds and sit back down at the far end of the business class area. The overhead lights dim to a comfortable gloom. Outside, the clouds are silver-grey balls of wool illuminated from above by the silent moon.

A few minutes of uncomfortable silence pass before I heard the low but distinct sound of snoring. I glance across at her to confirm that she really is asleep. Her chest rises and falls. Her mouth hangs open. Yeah, she’s out of it. Thank God. I exhale in disbelief. What a total bitch. All she needs is the Can I speak to the manager haircut and her life will be complete.

‘I’m, uh, I’m sorry about her,’ says the man sitting next to me in a small, shy voice.

‘Huh?’ I turn to him now, unsure why he’s apologizing when she’s the one being so awful to everyone.

‘She’s pretty stressed,’ he says. ‘We’re going to visit her folks for a few weeks, she always gets kinda worked up about it.’

‘You don’t need to apologize,’ I say. ‘You haven’t done anything wrong.’

‘I know, I know,’ he says. ‘But I should. I don’t want you to think that she’s always like this.’

I nod with pursed lips. Bit too late for that, buddy.

‘I’m Paulie, by the way,’ he says, offering me a hand.

‘Tanya,’ I say, taking his hand and shaking it. His hand is warm, the fingers slightly rough. It feels like a hand that’s spent a few years doing hard manual work.

‘So, what do you do?’ Paulie says, gesturing to the pile of paperwork in my lap. ‘Looks kind of intense.’

I laugh softly and gather up all the loose sheets into one pile. I’d rather be talking to this good-looking guy instead of figuring out dozens of numbers from the various charts and graphs.

‘It’s not as bad as all that,’ I say. ‘I work in corporate restructuring.’

He makes a face like he doesn’t understand.

‘Basically,’ I say, continuing, ‘my job is to look over each subdivision and franchise of the company and try to figure out if there’s a better way of doing things. Then I fly to that office and put a new plan in place.’

He makes an impressed whistle.

‘Jeez,’ he says. ‘What happens if they don’t want to follow your plan?’

‘I always get what I want.’

He nods slowly, then seems to catch my meaning – and the dirty look in my eyes. He clears his throat.

‘That’s a hell of a lot of work,’ he says. ‘I spent thirty years working as a mechanic. Sold off my company last year for early retirement, but I miss it every day.’

‘I like it,’ I say. ‘It’s challenging, plus I get to travel a lot.’

‘That must get pretty lonely,’ he says, ‘for a young woman like you.’

‘I get by alright,’ I say. ‘Sometimes I meet men like you. They keep me plenty company.’

His eyebrows raise as he realizes the meaning behind my words. He glances over at his wife – mouth open now, a little drool pooling at the corner of her lips – and turns back to me, satisfied that she’s not listening to us. The ear plugs are still in place. She’s truly out of the picture.

‘I can’t help you there,’ he says, holding up his left hand with a rueful grin. The wedding band on his finger glows with dull light.

I shrug. I’ve been with plenty of men – and a couple of women, for that matter – who wore wedding bands similar to that one. Plenty of men who swore up and down that they loved their wives. Plenty of men who said they’ve never done anything like that before. They all one thing in common – big, hard cocks to make me moan late into the night. No, the sight of a wedding ring doesn’t deter me or make me retreat. In fact, I love the thrill of knowing that my latest sexual partner is promised to someone else. It makes the sex even more erotic. The cock that declared loyalty to another woman becomes my personal plaything for the night.

‘That’s a shame,’ I say, giving him my most innocent-yet-wicked smile. ‘We coulda had a lot of fun together.’

I see his eyes flash with excitement. He swallows hard. A tongue runs over his lips. He’s definitely running through all the scenarios in his head right now. I see his eyes briefly flick down my body. Maybe he’s wondering what I look like naked. Maybe he’s imagining his tongue gliding over my stomach. Maybe he’s picturing me rolling on top of him, my small yet firm breasts shaking with the movement, nipples hard and begging for his mouth. Whatever he’s thinking right now, I can see his mind doing cartwheels. I was right in my thoughts – this poor fucker hasn’t had any positive, sexual female attention in years. Just the merest hint of naughtiness and he’s putty in my hands.

‘Yeah,’ he says, dropping his voice even lower, just in case his bitch of a wife suddenly snaps awake, ‘that would have been nice.’ He swallows again. ‘So, uh, where are you staying when we land?’

‘The plaza,’ I say. ‘It’s this hotel down near the strip. Pretty good. Why do you ask?’ I flash him a devious look, one that says, You wanna join me?

‘Just making conversation,’ he says – but far too quickly. He definitely wishing things were different today – that he wasn’t married, or that his wife stayed home. But I don’t care about any of that. I like this game. I like knowing that he’s interested, even though his bitch of a wife is snoring her head off just a few feet away from us. ‘Uh… so what does a corporate restructure-ist do when she’s not working?’

A naughty grin spreads my soft, full lips. I look him in the eyes and say, ‘When I’m all alone in that big hotel room, you mean? You’ll have to use your imagination.’

His cheeks flush. His eyes sparkle. He glances back at the fat woman in the seat next to him and leans in closer to me.

‘We shouldn’t be talking like this,’ he says. ‘She can get real jealous of pretty women like you.’

‘She should be,’ I say, almost whispering in his ear now. ‘I love stealing men like you.’

The look on his face is priceless. He looks like he wants to wake up from this dream and also wishes this flight will last forever.

‘You sound a little, uh… experienced,’ he says. ‘In stealing, I mean.’

‘I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t super disappointed that you’re married,’ I say. ‘And not just because she’s a grade-A bitch.’

He bites back a smirk. I notice that he doesn’t rush to her defence, despite telling me that she isn’t always like this just a few minutes ago.

‘Do you often pick up strange men on your flights?’ he says, half curious to know the answer, half desperate to keep my attention. I’ve got him. I know I’ve got him. The only one who doesn’t know that I’m in control here is him.

‘Sometimes,’ I say, with a cheeky half-smile. ‘Mostly I meet them in bars. Sometimes at the hotel. Once or twice I’ve slept with the men I’m supposed to be instructing at work.’

‘I bet that makes it awkward.’

‘No, actually it makes them more willing to do as I say.’

A moment passes between us. We’re forty thousand feet in the air. The cabin is dark. There are maybe a hundred people sitting in the seats behind us. But right now, we’re all alone. Just me and him.

I get an idea. A naughty, wicked, dirty, filthy, fun idea. If he wants to go along with it, that is. I just need to give him a little nudge in the right direction. Part of my job is reading people and getting them to do what I want. He’s receptive, but if I push too hard, he might retreat. I just need to coax him a little more. He’s definitely interested – how could he not be, having a woman like me hit on him after years married to that? – but he’s a good, sweet, shy man. Too much force and he’ll shatter.

‘I should, uh, I should let you get back to work,’ he says. His face and voice tell me that he doesn’t really want stop talking, but he has to be a good husband and pretend otherwise.

‘Don’t you want to talk more?’ I say, giving him that smile again. ‘We’re just getting to know each other.’

He licks his lips again, a nervous twitch.

‘I don’t know if we should keep talking like this,’ he says. ‘It’s… it’s not…’

‘What do you think is going to happen?’ I say, whispering urgently in his ear. ‘I’m not going to fuck you, Paulie. Not here, anyway. Not while she’s here. But I would love to get to know you more…’

‘What do you mean?’ he says. His eyes are laser-focused now. He’s listening, hanging onto my every word. He’s almost ready to do something bad. Almost ready to have a little fun.

‘I’m… I’m married,’ he says.

And that’s how I know I’ve got him. Unfaithful guys come in two categories. The first category are those guys who cheat willingly and often. Those guys don’t need a warm-up. If they’re want to fuck you, they will, wife or no wife. The second category is guys like Paulie here – guys who think they can’t be tempted to do something bad. These types of guys always fall back to the same old catchphrase as their defences crumble. It’s a sentence I’ve heard a dozen times from a dozen different guys. I’m married. Like that makes a difference to me. Like I fucking care.

‘I won’t tell her,’ I say, my eyes flashing with naughty excitement. ‘Will you?’

‘No,’ he says. Then quickly follows it up with, ‘Wait, that’s not what I meant…’

I glance around the cabin. It’s dark. It’s quiet. Everyone – including the crew – is asleep. All except me and him. Perfect.

I reach over the armrest and slip my hand under the blanket. He looks down at my arm in shock, unable – or unwilling, maybe – to stop me. My hand slides over his lap, a little bulge moving across the blanket.

‘What… what are you…’ he says, stammering in surprise.

‘Shh,’ I say. ‘Be quiet.’

He shuts his mouth.

My hand creeps into the center of his lap. I flex my fingers and find his zipper. I gently tug it down. The sound is lost amid the roar of the plane engines. His eyes bulge in shock.

‘You want to know what a girl like me does when she’s not working?’ I say, whispering softly into his ear. ‘I do things like this.’

I kiss him on the cheek and let my breathe blow down his neck. He practically melts into the seat. He still doesn’t make a move to stop me. I can almost feel his heart pounding through the seat.

My fingers skilfully pull down the zipper. I reach inside his pants and feel the soft cotton of his boxer shorts. I feel the heat coming from within. And I feel something else, too. Something soft, yet rapidly growing harder as my fingers brush against it…

‘Oh, my god,’ he says. ‘This isn’t happening.’

‘Yes, it is, Paulie,’ I say, almost moaning the words in his ear. ‘It’s very fucking real.’

I stroke and tease his growing, awakening manhood through his shorts. I love the feel of a man hardening to life. I love knowing that I’m the one making him hard. How many times has his wife made him hard lately? Not many, I’ll bet. It’s been a long time since any hand other than his own graced this part of his anatomy.

His eyes dart around the cabin, making sure that we’re alone. He still doesn’t offer any resistance to my exploring, groping hand. Heat blossoms in my intimate parts, sending pleasurable sparks of excitement through my body. I’ve done a lot of wild things with a lot of people, but jerking off a stranger while his wife sleeps next to us might be near the top of that extensive list. If he wants to stop me, all he has to do is say the word.

But he doesn’t say anything. He looks at me with wide eyes filled with lust and burning desire and lets my hand squeeze and tease his hardening cock. It thickens and fills my hand. It feels like a decent size. Not massive – maybe about five or six inches – and a good thickness. That’s fine with me. I’ve been with enough guys to know that not everyone is hung like a pornstar. I actually prefer slightly smaller guys; you can do more with a dick that doesn’t threaten to choke or impale you.

I open the flap in the front of his shorts and reach inside. His cock is red-hot, even before I finally touch it. I let out an erotic sigh as my fingers gently encircle his hardness. Blood pumps through his organ, pulsing against my palm. God, it feels so good. And so naughty!

‘Oh my god,’ he says.

I grab his head with my free hand and pull his lips towards mine, silencing him. The last thing I want is for him to make too much noise and spoil our fun. I don’t care what happens to his marriage – I care about getting banned from this airline.

He kisses me with wild fury, his tongue almost attacking mine. How long has it been since he kissed anybody this passionately? Too long.

I start to stroke his length under the blanket. He gasps into my mouth. I suck his tongue and bite his bottom lip and pull back, a smile on my face. He wears an expression of primal delight. I raise a finger to my lips and he nods, adjusting his position to slightly cover our movements and give me greater access.

He reaches under the blanket and shifts his pants and boxer shorts. Now his cock is free, standing tall like a proud totem – though still hidden from view by the blanket. I stroke him slowly and gently, loving the myriad of passionate expressions on his face. He’s never had anything like this happen in all his long life!

My pussy is practically melting in my slacks. I slip my other hand under the blanket and beneath the elastic waistband. That’s another good reason for traveling in slacks – you never know when they might need to come off. I bite my bottom lip to supress a moan and stroke the outside of my underwear, feeling the damp wet of my sex. This guy’s really got me going. I like it.

His eyes follow the hand slipping between my own legs. I smile at him, loving the focus and concentration in his eyes. It makes me feel even hotter. Everything about this situation is crazy and wrong and so fucking sexy.

My sex burns white-hot with desire. I press a finger against my slit and feel my soaking wet lips flower open with greedy acceptance. God, if only we could fuck right now! But that would be crazy. This moment right here – this wild, crazy, erotic moment – will have to suffice.

He bites back a groan of pleasure. I jerk his cock a little faster now. I love watching a man lose control. There’s nothing more erotic to me than overwhelming a man’s senses with sheer pleasure – especially if he’s married. His cock pulses and throbs in my hand, surging with life and the need for sweet, sweet release. I want him to come for me. I want to make him come – harder and longer and more intensely than his fat-ass wife ever has – but not yet. I want us both to enjoy this blissfully illicit moment as long as we can.

I explore my own dripping sex with two fingers, loving the tight, slick feeling of my tunnel. I’m so hot and so wet for this guy right now. My fingers glide effortlessly in and out of my hungry little slit, each stroke and movement sending lightning bolts of pleasure through my body. Touching myself has never felt this good.

Paulie stifles a moan. He crouches lower in the seat so that nobody can see him or the expressions on his face. His eyes are half-closed, mouth hanging open. His chest rises and falls faster and faster, increasing in speed as my fist pumps his length quicker and quicker. He grips the armrests hard, fingers digging into the soft cushions, and groans. I hear it even over the noise of the aircraft and smile wider, almost daring him to be louder.

My white-hot pussy feels better than ever before. I finger-fuck myself and jerk off this total stranger and fight the urge to cry out with delight. How the hell have I never done this before now? It feels sensational. I’m gonna do this on every flight from now on.

I stop stroking and tease his cock with a series of pleasurable squeezes up and down his shaft. His eyes almost roll up into his brow with delight. I push my fingers deeper inside myself and hold them there, loving the way my tunnel grips and squeezes. I try to replicate the feeling of my pussy with my hand, wanting him to know how hot and tight he’s made me right now. He looks at me through glazed eyes and mouths a single word.

‘Fuck.’

I nod in understanding. I slide my fingers out of my sex and from under the blanket. Even in the dim moonlight, my juices glisten over my digits; coating the fingers almost to the knuckles. He looks at my gleaming fingers with open-mouth wonder and leans forward.

Before I know what he’s doing, Paulie takes my soaking, sticky fingers in his mouth and starts cleaning them with his tongue. I gasp with pleasure. He leans closer and slips his hand under my blanket. My legs part instinctively, offering my soaking sex up to him. His fingers seize my womanhood with urgency and need and he pushes two inside me roughly.

Now it’s my turn to moan audibly. He presses his lips against mine to stifle the noise. I moan into his mouth and jerk his cock harder and faster. He toys with my entrance for a long moment, then begins shoving his fingers inside me over and over again. It feels good. He’s a little rough for my tastes, but I can’t blame him. It might have been years since he last touched a vagina, so I’ll forgive his clumsiness.

We lock eyes, pressing our foreheads together and breathing hard. I jerk his cock. He fucks my pussy. Two total strangers, bound in lust several miles in the air. It feels so good.

I put my lips close to his ear and whisper, ‘Make me come and I’ll do the same for you.’

He doesn’t say anything, but the wicked gleam in his eyes is my answer. His hand moves faster under the blanket, fingers plunging in and out of me over and over again. I don’t care if he’s too rough or a little rusty – it feels great. I can feel his wedding ring inside my sex, rubbing against my inner walls. That feeling almost sends me over the edge.

We stay like this for a long moment, locked in silent pleasure, determined to bring each other to climax. We moan quietly together. Our passion builds. It feels even better when you’re flying above the clouds.

I close my eyes and focus on the feeling of his rough fingers plunging in and out of my sex. I keep jerking his hard cock at the same time. Pressure builds in my gut. I feel it, like the tension before an explosion. I bite my bottom lip so hard it hurts and nod frantically, trying to tell him without words that-

-I’m-

-gonna-

-come!

I slap my free hand over my mouth and moan into the palm, looking at him over my wet fingers. He grins with savage delight at my climax. His fingers move quicker. My chest tightens. My hand grips his cock tighter. My pussy clenches. Everything is on fire at once.

The sound of my orgasm is lost in the roar of the plane. I look Paulie in the eyes and let him see the pleasure he’s unleashed inside me. I pant and moan into my hand. My thighs clamp around his arm, locking him in place. My brain turns as black as the sky outside. I’m pretty I’m drooling on my hand. Fuck, it feels so incredible!

My orgasm passes like one of the many clouds we fly over. I tap his arm, breathing hard, and lean back in my seat. He grins at me and gently withdraws his hand. I keep stroking his cock for a moment while my senses slowly return. Now it’s his turn. How should I do this?

I stop stroking him for a moment and lift the armrest separating our seats. I lean forward. He smiles with surprise and lifts the blanket. I lean into his lap. He covers my head with the blanket.

I kiss his cock and grab the base with one hand. His body shakes at the sensations. My new friend isn’t going to last long, so I’ve got to make this count. I take him in my mouth and begin to pleasure him. I want him to remember me and the things we did together every night for the rest of his life. I want him to think about my hand and my mouth every time he jerks off. I want him to think of me every time his bitch of a wife rolls over and begrudgingly lets him fuck her.

He trembles. I feel it. I take his length inside my mouth as far I can – difficult given his pants and the angle I’m leaning – and tease his shaft with my lips and tongue. I suck and tease and lick and blow and caress him like an old lover. It might be one of the best blowjobs I’ve ever given.

I taste his bitter tang of excitement and know that he’s close to losing control. My married friend is about to pump his load down my throat. I suck harder, making as much movement as I dare, knowing that the blanket isn’t hiding jack shit.

His climax hits fast and hard. I know it before he does. His body stiffens. His leg jerks suddenly. I feel his stomach clench and brace myself. I don’t usually let guys come in my mouth – at least not before they buy me a drink – but this is a special circumstance.

He tastes okay. Bitter and thick and salty. His load hits the back of my throat and I start swallowing quickly, not wanting to spill any or make a mess. It’s difficult. Paulie comes hard and ferociously and there’s a lot of it. I drink deeply and keep swallowing each and every salty load he pumps into my mouth. His cock throbs and convulses between my lips with each burst of come.

Just when I think I’m going to choke or gag, he finally stops climaxing. I keep my mouth around his shaft for a few more moments, letting his pleasure slowly subside, and clean him with my tongue. When I’m satisfied that he’s good and clean, I lean back and slide out from under the blanket, unable to keep myself from grinning with naughty delight.

He looks at me with a disbelieving expression and chuckles.

‘This is the best flight I’ve ever had,’ he says.

I smile back at him. He’s right. Of all the countless flights I’ve taken over the years, this is the only one I’ll remember. My pussy burns with fiery passion. I gotta get to my hotel room and quench this thirst as soon as we land. It won’t feel as good by myself, but I gotta scratch this itch.

He reaches under the blanket and rearranges himself, hiding all the evidence of our crime. We make small talk for a while.

The overhead lights slowly burn back to life. The sky outside turns gray as concrete. Dawn is approaching and so is our destination. Our fellow passengers begin to stir and wake up, oblivious to what’s unfolded while they slept. Paulie’s wife continues snoring, saliva trickling down her chins. I smile to myself.

That’s for being such a fucking bitch, I think.

The cabin crew make a final trip around the cabin and collect the trash. The plane begins to descend. Clouds pass by the window, then the familiar landscape of a bustling metropolitan landscape appears. It looks so far off it might be from a videogame.

‘I guess I’d better wake her up,’ Paulie says.

I shrug. ‘What’s the harm in leaving her behind?’

He chuckles.

‘Thanks,’ he says. ‘I had a good time… getting to know you. Maybe we’ll be on the same flight back?’

I shake my head.

‘I doubt it,’ I say. ‘But you can always dream.’

He puts a hand on his wife’s shoulder and gently shakes her. She snaps awake and shoves his hand away. It takes her a second to realize she’s wearing a sleep mask. She takes it off and throws it on the floor and glares at Paulie.

‘Did you sleep?’ she says, her tone accusatory.

‘I feel really refreshed,’ he says.

I bite back a smile and pretend to look over my paperwork. The plane touches down and rumbles to a slow crawl. We circle the airport and finally come to a stop. The passengers stand up and grab their luggage. I let Paulie and his wife stand up first. He grabs their bags from the overhead bin and gets in the queue to leave. He nods at me, a faint guilty smile on his face. I smile back. His wife glares at me. I give her my biggest, brightest smile, still tasting her husband’s come on my tongue.

The doors open and the business class passengers begin to filter out into the terminal. I stuff the paperwork back in my bag and follow Paulie and his wife at a distance. It was nice knowing him for a short while. I hope I made his life a little better.

Then the crowd moves and I lose sight of him forever.

 

###
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Cuckoldress:

Hubby Opens Wide

 

‘Do it,’ I say. ‘Do it for me. Open your mouth, honey…’

 

Half the fun of being a cuckoldress is getting to enjoy other men with your husband’s blessing. The other half is the thrill of rubbing his face in it!

 

Megan loves taunting her cuckold husband Josh. Between making love to her boyfriend in front of Josh, to pegging him with a toy, there’s no boundary she isn’t prepared to cross in pursuit of the perfect cuckold marriage. Megan is bringing her boyfriend over for yet more fun – and she’s going to give Josh some hands-on experience of his own…

 

‘What panties should I wear tonight?’ I say. ‘What panties should your wife wear when another man fucks her?’

‘I can choose?’ he says, a little surprised.

For a moment, I consider denying him. Maybe even punishing him for daring to speak out of turn. But then I nod. I am a generous and kind cuckoldress, after all.

‘Yes,’ I say. ‘Go and choose my panties for tonight. But don’t use your hands. Only men touch my underwear, and you’re not a man.’

Josh gets to his feet and races out of the bathroom as fast as he can, his cock cage swinging and gleaming in the light. He doesn’t have any pubic hair – I force him to shave it because he finds it humiliating to be bald and caged, like his embarrassment has nowhere to hide. The sight of my naked husband makes me laugh.

I lean against the bathtub and check myself out in the mirror again. Our lifestyle may not be the most conventional in the world, but I really do love that man, in my own way. If I didn’t, why would I stay with him? I truly love having someone to tease and dominate at my leisure, and loves being my plaything. I’m even more grateful that Chris understands our unique relationship and enjoys all the benefits it provides. Most red-blooded men would love the opportunity to fuck another man’s wife, but very few of them would enjoy interacting with the husband as well. I love my husband, and I treasure my relationship with Chris, too. I’m a lucky, spoiled wife.

Josh returns, my panties clamped between his lips. He’s selected a black lacy pair that make my ass look sensational. If I recall, Josh bought these for me a year or two back, when my body was still exclusively his.

‘Good choice,’ I say, taking them out of his mouth. He beams with pride.

I bend over and slip my legs through the holes and pull the panties into place, making sure Josh can see everything. His breathing labors as I turn around and bend forward, letting him see my ass as the fabric slips into place, covering my intimate areas.

‘Do these look good on me, baby?’ I say, looking at him in the mirror. ‘Does my ass look good like this?’

‘Yes,’ he says, in a whisper.

‘You can’t see it from over there,’ I say. I back up slowly across the small bathroom, reversing my butt into his caged groin. ‘There, that’s better. Now you see it…’

I grind my ass against his cock cage. He grabs my hips.

‘No touching,’ I say. ‘Hands on your head.’

He does as I instruct, standing like a prisoner of war, naked, caged, surrendered. I keep rubbing my ass against his cage, enjoying the feel of the ribbed metal rings on my body. It feels strange and new and exciting. He whimpers behind me. I grind harder.

‘This is fun,’ I say, giggling. ‘Are you enjoying this, too?’

He nods. As if there is any other way to answer that question.

‘I like this,’ I say. ‘Does it hurt your cock? Do you wish you could take it off and fuck me?’

He whimpers again.

I laugh and step away. I turn to face him, enjoying the mixture of emotions on his face – lust, desire, shame, embarrassment, and pain. He has a very expressive face. Before I can tease him again, the doorbell rings. We exchange a look.

‘I hope you’re ready for tonight,’ I say. ‘Because he’s here.’
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Cuckoldress:

Black Owned Wife

 

‘If you’re sure,’ I say. ‘If you really want me to do this… then I’ll do it.’

 

Maria is torn with indecision. She and her husband Leon are heading to a hotel to meet a handsome black man and get to know him better. Leon is desperate for his fantasy of watching Maria with a black lover to come true, but Maria isn’t sure she wants to risk her marriage for a cheap thrill.

 

As the drinks begin to flow and Maria gets to know her potential paramour better, she starts to see the benefits of cuckolding her husband. But if she goes through with it, will she be satisfied with a white man ever again?

 

Tyrone steps closer and reaches out a hand. He pops the next button on my blouse. I don’t stop him.

‘You want to do this?’ he says.

I pause for a moment, steeling myself. Then I say an emphatic, ‘Yes.’

He unbuttons the front of my blouse and lets it hang open, admiring my body and bra for a long moment. How long has it been since another man checked out my body like this? I can’t remember. The last man to enjoy this kind of experience was Leon, and that was many years ago now. I almost blush under his gaze. He clearly approves of what he sees.

‘Your turn,’ I say.

Tyrone begins to unbutton his shirt. I sit down on the edge of the bed, watching like an audience in the theatre. He shoots me a grin and makes a show of undressing, popping open his shirt with exaggerated, dramatic gestures. I laugh and clap. Leon chuckles behind me. He sounds nervous. More than I do, anyway.

The shirt hits the floor. Tyrone poses in front of me, flexing his arms to show off his physique. Goddamn if it isn’t the most impressive masculine figure I’ve ever seen with my own two eyes before.

I holler and whoop my approval like a drunk bachelorette ogling the stripper. Tyrone laughs and steps closer to the bed. My heartbeat quickens. He places his hands on my body and I inhale sharply. He bends forward and presses his lips to my cheek.

‘You want to have some fun?’ he says.

‘Yes.’

He takes my hand and guides it to his waistband. I pop the button and pull down the zipper. His manhood feels warm beneath the fabric. It feels coiled and ready, but not hard yet. I ease down his pants and let them fall away. I blink in shock at what lies beneath. Tyrone’s shorts sport a huge bulge in the front that extends partway down his thigh.

‘Is that-?’ I say, catching myself before I say something stupid and obvious.

‘Yep,’ he says, a note of smug pride in his voice.

‘Jesus.’

I stare at his package for a moment in stunned silence. The man isn’t even hard, but I can already see that he’s far, far bigger than I could have imagined. Did Leon know he was this big?

‘So, I’m in my underwear,’ Tyrone says. ‘Feeling a little overdressed here. Care to help a brother out?’

‘Huh? Oh!’

I get off the bed quickly, springing up into his arms. He embraces me and his hands find the zipper at the back of my skirt. It only takes him a second to part the clasp and my skirt is history.

We stand in front of each other in just our underwear for a moment, enjoying the unfamiliar new sights and smells. Me, the petite white wife. Him, the tall black beefcake. Holy crap. This is really happening.

He slips his arms around my waist and leans in to kiss me. I turn my face away at the last second and he kisses my neck instead. I don’t know why. It feels too intimate. Yeah, I’m fully prepared to have sex with this man, but kissing is too intimate for me. It doesn’t make sense.

His big, thick lips graze the sensitive parts of my neck and I gasp. My hands reach around his firm back and claw at his dark skin. I glance over at Leon. My husband is sitting in the seat at the end of the bed, eyes wide, jaw slack. He looks like a stunned yokel.

‘Is this what you want?’ I say.
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Kings & Queans:

Sibling Rivalry

 

‘Nothing you can do to stop me. I’ve been planning this for a long time…’

 

Natalie and Rob are just a few short months away from getting married, but there’s one last hurdle in their way: Natalie’s sister. Becca – Rob’s former girlfriend. The three have arranged a casual meeting in a bar to catch up and hash out their issues.

 

But Becca has a plan, one she’s been stewing on ever since Rob dumped her. Tonight, this wicked sister is going to get revenge for her broken heart – and have some wild fun of her own at the same time…

 

I slowly come back to life. Head foggy. Throat raw. Mouth dry. Room dark. Try to open my eyes. Something on my face. Can’t see.

I try to touch the thing on my face that’s obstructing my vision. But I can’t. My hands are stuck. No, not stuck. My hands are cuffed. Bound at the wrist to something cold and metal. I can’t move. My wrists are stuck in place above my head, spread wide tout to each side. What the hell is going on? Carpet on my bare legs. Think I’m kneeling on the floor.

‘Rob?’ I say, whimpering, my voice hoarse. ‘Rob, what’s going on?’

I’m expecting to hear my beloved husband-to-be’s voice is response, but I don’t. Instead, I hear something very different and totally unexpected. I hear a familiar sound, one that I’ve known for almost my whole life – a feminine giggle. Not just any giggle, but Becca’s familiar, taunting giggle. My little sister is laughing.

‘About time you woke up,’ she says, her voice coming from somewhere to my left.

I turn in her direction. ‘Becca? What’s going on?’

‘Oh, nothing much,’ she says. She sounds closer now. Her voice is calm; almost amused. The familiarity helps bring me back from the edge of panic, but her tone unsettles me. It sounds playful, yet cruel. ‘We’re just hanging out.’

‘Why am I tied up?’ I say, pitch rising in fright. ‘Why can’t I see? What’s happening?’

‘Don’t worry, sis,’ Becca says. I hear her squatting next to me, lips close to my ears. ‘We’re just gonna hang out some more.’

Something slides up my face, then gets removed completely. I blink, feeling drunk and stupid. Becca smiles, holding an eye mask she just used to blindfold me.

‘What are you doing?’ I say. I look around, trying to understand what’s happening her. I’m handcuffed to the end of my own bed, kneeling on the floor and looking through the bars at Rob. He’s fast asleep, breathing hard, his body a mound under the covers.

‘Don’t you get it yet?’ she says. ‘It’s time for payback, bitch. You stole my boyfriend, I’m gonna steal your man.’

Becca stands up, towering over me. She’s wearing just her t-shirt and underwear. Panic starts to grip me. What the hell is she talking about? What is she planning?

‘I didn’t steal him,’ I say, trying to think clearly. It’s difficult; my head is foggy and my mouth feels heavy. ‘You guys broke up before that-’

She puts a finger on my lips, silencing me. I try to pull away, but the handcuffs at my wrists keep me stuck in place on my knees at the end of the bed.

‘Shh,’ she says. ‘No more lies. No more excuses. I’ve been thinking about ways to get back at you ever since you posted that stupid picture of your engagement. Come on, Natalie, what kind of woman gets married to her sister’s ex-boyfriend?’

‘Becca, no, please, it wasn’t like that…’ I begin trying to remember all the ways I’ve explained this to myself over the years; that Rob and I are a better fit than him and her; that they’d been broken up for over a month before he asked me out; that I knew our relationship might cause friction between the two of us. But nothing comes out.

‘Shut up,’ she says. ‘I don’t want to hear it. Stay there and be quiet.’

‘Becca!’

My sister yanks down her underwear. I grimace and look away, not wanting to see. She grabs my chin, pulls my face toward her, and forces her underwear into my mouth. Before I know what’s going on, she’s gagged me with her panties.

‘Enjoy those,’ she says. ‘They probably taste pretty good – I’ve been thinking about this all night.’

I try to protest, but I can’t. She’s got me trapped. There’s nothing I can do to stop whatever she’s been planning.

Becca turns and walks around the bed, her ass exposed beneath the shirt. She kneels on the bed next to Rob, running a hand over him. She looks at me, smiling that wicked smile.

‘Shall we wake him up?’ she says.
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Kings & Queans:

Blissful Agony

 

My boyfriend is on his way home – and he’s bringing company…

 

Sophia’s greatest fantasy is for her big, black boyfriend Owen to have sex with other women, while she listens from the other room. It’s a fantasy that Owen is only too happy to explore with her.

 

The stage is set for Sophia’s dreams to come true once again. All she has to do is get through the blissful agony of waiting for them to get home…

 

I hear a sound in the other room, one that makes my breath catch in my throat. I freeze in place, listening hard. The sound I hear is the front door unlocking. Then opening. Female giggles. Stumbling footsteps. Owen’s deep, rumbling laughter. I climb off the bed silently and press my ear to the closed door, listening hard. My heart starts to race faster now. The moment is finally here. A shiver runs through me.

They make muffled conversation. Small talk. The front door closes. I hear the familiar thump of Owen’s jacket hitting the couch as he tosses it there. Then there is silence.

I hold my breath, listening as hard as I can. But there is nothing to hear. Not even the low rumble of muffled conversation. I close my eyes, trying to picture the scene in the other room – Owen and the blonde girl are standing by our couch. His hands are around her waist. His lips against hers. The girl’s slim body and heaving breasts pressing into his chest. Is he already hard, I wonder? Maybe that perfect cock is stirring in his pants. She can probably feel it against her bare thigh already. Is she wet right now? Does she know he has a girlfriend? Does she even care either way?

I try to picture them locked together – his dark, full mouth on her softer, smaller red lips. The image makes me shiver inside. This blissful agony is killing me.

More noises. Soft giggles from her. Low muffled talking from him. Footsteps drawing closer. They’re walking this way – heading to the bedroom.

I instinctively draw back from the door, retreating into the darkness of the room. There’s no way she could know I’m here, but I take no chances. The last thing I want is to scare her off right now. Not when she’s so close to going through with it.

Their footsteps walk past the door and into our bedroom. If she doesn’t know he has a girlfriend yet, the soft furnishings and numerous photos of us together will definitely give it away now. But I know her. Even without seeing her, I know what she’ll be thinking. She’s come this far already. He’s a hot guy. The girlfriend isn’t around to spoil anything. Besides, if his girlfriend was good enough, he wouldn’t be cheating on her, would he?

I quietly crouch on the floor and crawl over to the tiny air vent in the bottom of the wall that splits the two bedrooms. It’s an air vent, but I can use this to listen in on the next room. I would prefer to watch, but this will have to do. I can hear all the fun they’re having but I can’t see any of it. More blissful agony.

Her voice echoes through the metal vent, but I can hear her voice well enough. She sounds like a midwestern girl – a trace of accent. Maybe she grew up in a straight-laced family. Maybe she spent her life in a small town full of white people. Maybe the offer of having sex with a black man is too much for her to pass up. I wonder if she has a lot of naughty one-night-stands like this.

‘So where’s your girlfriend right now?’ she says, a teasing smile in her voice.

‘Away,’ Owen says. ‘Visiting her folks tonight. She’ll be back tomorrow morning.’

The girl giggles. ‘Plenty of time,’ she says.

There is silence for a moment. Then she makes a passionate gasp. Fuck, I’m going crazy over here. I wish I could see them. Maybe one day we’ll find a woman who’s okay with our lifestyle and wants me to watch them fuck. Until then, I’ll keep enduring this excruciating lust.

Her gasp becomes a moan of pleasure. Is he kissing her body? Maybe he’s undressing her. Maybe her hands are sliding that pretty skirt up her mostly-exposed thighs to reveal her panties. Is she even wearing underwear tonight?

I roll onto my back, one ear close to the vent. I part my legs. Now that Owen is home, I’m allowed to touch myself. My left hand drifts under my shorts. Holy shit, I’m soaking wet. I bite my bottom lip and close my eyes to hear them better.

She gasps suddenly, then breaks into giggles. I hear the squeak of the bed – our bed – as she climbs into position. My fingers trace my molten slit. Juices cling to my fingertips. She moans again.

‘Yes,’ she says. ‘Like this.’

I place two fingers at my soaking, yearning entrance and wait, breathless with anticipation. I listen.
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